Book Brotherhood. 

H ERE are my companions sleeping 
Tranquilly in each closed book. 

Till a spirit in me leaping 

From its bondage dares to look : 

Here are those who felt deep heart-throes 
In the morning of the earth. 

All untutored, as the wind blows, 

Giving human song its birth; 

Diverse men in diverse races 

Hearing, answering, some faint call. 
Finding links and losing traces 
Where Oblivion drops its pall; 

From chaotic dreams evolving 
Thought once breathed on speaking stone. 
Whose far-echoes now are solving 
Problems in Thought’s later zone; 
Disputants of soul and matter— 

God the Force, or Force the God— 

As the autumn winds that scatter 
Dry leaves on a dewy sod. 

So departing, coming ever 
With a new-inspired endeavour, 

Here as brothers rest together. 

Books that keep alive the ages 
On my shelves abide in peace, 

Truth enshrined within their pages 
Waiting for a full release ; 

Not alone in one tome dwelling, 

But in all, perchance, a gleam 
In the dark, some dark dispelling 
Of humanity’s strange dream. 
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The Library. 

Old true friends in welcome places 
Greet me in each varying mood, 

And new friends with fresh young faces 
Woo with keen solicitude ; 

Ancient discords merging slowly 
Into one harmonious whole, 

Time absorbing high or lowly 
In the majesty of soul. 

Mighty dead, but mightier living 
Spirit of the brain and pen, 

Founts of Thought for ever giving 
Impetus to yearning men, 

So departing, coming ever 
With a new-inspired endeavour. 

Here as brothers rest together. 

Edward Foskett. 
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